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Summary: 


It was one thing to know that Billy’s dad beat him. It was another to 
be up close and personal with the evidence. 


(Thursday, January 24, 1985) 


Take It As It Comes 


Author's Note: 


Content Warnings: Referenced child abuse 
(obviously), self-victim-blaming, use of the word 
"faggot," channeling anger and frustration and 
sadness into sex that's just on the edge of too rough. 


Steve wasn't freaking out, okay? He wasn't freaking out. He was just 
very upset. Because when he pressed Billy up against the wall of 
Steve's bedroom as their kisses became more heated, Billy let out this 
short pained hiss when his back made contact with the surface 
behind him. 


"You okay?" Steve asked. 


"Yeah," Billy said. He connected their lips again, teasing Steve with 
the tip of his tongue. Billy kept himself upright, about an inch away 
from the wall. 


Steve ran his palms over Billy's shoulders, lightly squeezing. Billy 
didn't make another sound, but his shoulder twitched, just a little, 
almost imperceptibly. Steve pulled away from him. 


"What's wrong with your back?" Steve asked directly. 
"Nothing," Billy said. "I'm fine." 


He was lying. He wasn't even trying to lie well. The lie was automatic 
and careless. Practiced. Steve had seen Billy use that lie a few times 
before. The oh, I tripped during practice, I walked into a door, a book fell 
on my face lie. It was the lie that Billy sometimes told their coach 
when he played skins at practice and he had a bruise on his ribcage 
and it was the lie that he told Mrs. Byers three weeks ago when they 
were all at her house and Billy had shown up with a black eye. Steve 
couldn't be mad at Billy for lying. 


Steve slowly lifted the hem of Billy's shirt, giving him plenty of 
opportunity to stop him before he pulled it off and over his head. 


Steve would have stopped if Billy had given him any indication, 
verbal or otherwise, that he wanted him to stop. But he didn't. He let 
Steve take his shirt off and then he let Steve turn him around. 


Billy's right shoulder blade was badly bruised and mottled purple and 
blue. Billy would never be able to plausibly pass those bruises off as 
the result of a fall. 


Steve wasn't freaking out. 


"Holy shit," Steve whispered. He gently touched a bruise with the tip 
of his finger. 


“Steve, babe,” Billy said, turning back around and running his hands 
up and down Steve’s arms. “It’s fine, really, it’s fine...” 


“Tt’s not fine,” Steve said incredulously. “Billy, Jesus Christ, your dad 
fucking battered you, and you think it’s fine?” 


“God, you’re so dramatic. My dad doesn’t batter me,” Billy chuckled. 


“Really?” Steve said. His voice rose a little. Still, though, he was not 
freaking out. “What do you call this then? Huh?” 


Billy paused. 


“Tt’s not...” Billy paused again. “Look, Neil was drunk and pissed off 
and...and I left one of my hand weights in the living room even 
though I’m supposed to put them away in the laundry room. It was 
just the wrong night to break the rules, you know?” 


Steve’s mouth went dry at the mention of Billy’s weight set. The 
bruises on his back were deep and looked painful. 


“Did he hit you with a fucking weight,” he asked, his voice 
completely flat and without any inflection. Because Steve was not 
freaking out. He was just very upset. 


“Not with the actual weight attached,” Billy rolled his eyes. “He just 
hit me with the bar a few times. It’s not a big deal. I’ve had worse.” 


“Bee!” Steve all but yelled. 


Billy flinched. Then walked past Steve and sat down on the bed. 
Neither of them said anything for a few moments. Billy looked at the 
floor while Steve looked at Billy. Still holding his shirt. 


"Steve, this is gonna happen sometimes," Billy said softly. He looked 
up, looking Steve right in the eye. "There are gonna be times when 
we're together and you'll see bruises and...and welts and scrapes and 
shit like that." 


Steve swallowed. Billy's voice was calm and it made sense in the 
worst way. Parents beating their children as an actual reality and not 
as an abstract concept that happened to Other People was still new 
for Steve. It wasn't new for Billy. This had been Billy's reality for 
sixteen years. He was used to it. That made it so much worse. 


"If you're gonna freak out every time it happens—" 
"I'm not freaking out," Steve interrupted. 


"If you're gonna freak out every time it happens," Billy continued. He 
swallowed. "It's just gonna be so much harder to deal with. Steve, I've 
been dealing with this my whole life. It's so much easier when you 
just...when you just let it happen and let it go and move on, okay? 
And, you know, it's not like this every day and it's not like this every 
time, okay? Like, my dad doesn't hit me every day and when he does 
hit me, he doesn't usually go this far. It's just sometimes he does 
and...and I would just really, really appreciate it if you didn't freak 
out every time. Okay?" 


Steve was speechless for a moment. This was the most that Billy had 
ever talked to him about his father's abuse. It was probably the most 
that he had talked to anyone about it. Steve wanted to take his nail 
bat to Neil Hargrove's face. He wanted to hold his boyfriend and 
protect him from everything and everyone who had ever hurt him. 
He also wanted to cry because, Jesus Christ, this was so 
fundamentally fucked up and Billy was just sitting there on his bed, 
basically telling him that there was nothing to be done about the 
situation. Steve didn't even want to suggest talking to Hopper or even 
Mrs. Byers about it; he knew that Billy would never agree to it. 


Steve sat down next to Billy. He rested his head on his shoulder. 


"What if I just freaked out some of the times?" he asked. 
Billy laughed. 
"Okay," he agreed. "When it gets really bad you can freak out." 


When it gets really bad; notifit gets really bad. Steve's throat 
tightened. 


"So are you, like, completely turned off now?" Billy asked. 
"What?" Steve asked, straightening up. 


"You were all over me a minute ago," Billy raised an eyebrow. "And 
we have an hour or so before I need to get out of here. So, I was just 
wondering if you still wanted to fuck me or if I should just leave so 
you can have a freak-out in private." 


Steve blinked. And then it suddenly hit him like a ton of bricks. Billy 
was afraid that Steve had decided that his problems were too much 
to handle. He was afraid that Steve had decided that he wasn't worth 
the drama that came with him. Billy was afraid that Steve was going 
to dump him. Going to leave him. 


"I'm not freaking out," Steve said. 


Billy's tongue darted out to wet his lips. He looked Steve up and 
down. 


"Nah, you're freaking out. I think I'm gonna go," he said slowly. He 
started to get up. Steve grabbed him by the wrist and pulled him 
back on the bed. Maybe a little too hard. Billy's eyes widened, just 
slightly. 


"You're not going anywhere," Steve said. I'm not going anywhere, he 
wanted to say. 


He gently cupped Billy's face and pulled him into a kiss. Billy melted 
into it. He tugged lightly at Steve's hair. Steve hummed. A hand 
wandered from Billy's face to his waist. Billy kissed Steve's neck. 


"Want you to fuck me hard," he whispered into Steve's ear, his breath 


making him shiver. 


"I don't want to hurt you, baby," Steve said before he could stop 
himself. 


Billy pulled away. Shit. He got up from the bed and started to walk 
towards the door. Steve shot up and once again grabbed his wrist 
before he could actually leave. 


"Hey," Steve said. "I already told you: you're not leaving." 


Billy lips curled up into a small smirk. He tried to pull away from 
Steve. But he wasn't really trying. They both knew that if Billy really 
wanted to leave, he could have easily pulled himself away. But it was 
clear that Billy didn't want that; Billy wanted Steve to make him stay. 
Steve tightened his grip and pulled Billy closer, locking eyes with 
him. 


"Are you even gonna be able to get it up, Pretty Boy?" Billy asked. 
"Might be kind of hard seeing as you're totally freaking out." 


"Tell me I'm freaking out one more goddamn time, Billy. I dare you." 
Billy's smirk widened. 


"You saw a couple little bruises," he said lowly. "And now big, bad 
King Steve is totally. Freaking. Out." 


Steve grabbed Billy's other arm and pulled him back towards the bed, 
throwing him on it. Forced himself to ignore Billy's grimace as his 
back hit the mattress. He quickly got on top of him and pinned his 
wrists above his head. He bent his head so he was right in Billy's 
face. 


"You trying to piss me off?" Steve growled. "Is that it? Picking fights 
get you hot?" 


"Feels like it's getting you hot," Billy retorted, tilting his hips up to 
grind against the growing bulge in Steve's pants. 


"Why are you being like this, baby?" Steve asked, his tone softer and 
mockingly sweet. "You think I'm not down to handle your shit?" 


"I don't think you can handle it, babe," Billy spat. He struggled against 
Steve's hold; Steve pinned him harder. "I think you're just lookin' for 
an excuse to cut and run." 


"I fought fucking monsters," Steve said. "You think I'm about to get 
scared off by some slutty little brat with daddy issues?" 


Billy's eyes widened. Steve wondered if he went too far. Suddenly, 
Billy surged up and flipped Steve over, straddling his hips and 
pinning his wrists. They stared at each other for a moment, breathing 
heavily. 


"I don't have fucking daddy issues," Billy said. 


He bent his head, roughly kissing Steve's lips. Steve kissed him back 
with as much ferocity as he could for being pinned down. Billy 
grinded his jeans-covered crotch against Steve's. Steve managed to 
free his wrists. He grabbed Billy's ass, his grip firm. Billy moaned low 
in his throat and bit Steve's lip. He pulled his hair, making Steve 
moan, too. Without any warning, Steve smacked his ass hard. Billy 
choked on a breath. Steve smacked him again on the other side, 
harder. Billy hissed and grinded down. 


"Careful," Steve teased. "Don't cream your pants." 
"Fuck you." 


Steve flipped them over again. He took his shirt off so fast he almost 
ripped the fabric. Beneath him, Billy was making fast work of 
unbuttoning and removing his own jeans and underwear; Steve's 
weren't far behind. 


Steve settled between Billy's legs, grinding their bare hard cocks 
together as they kissed. Billy moaned into Steve's mouth. Steve 
trailed his lips down Billy's neck, lightly grazing his skin with his 
teeth, enjoying the way Billy shivered under him. 


He bent down further. Teased Billy's left nipple with the tip of 
tongue. Then sank his teeth into the skin right underneath his pec, 
sucking a bruise there. Billy gasped and arched up. A small bead of 
pre-cum leaked from his dick. 


"Turn over," Steve ordered. "Get on your hands and knees." 
Billy didn't budge. Just gave Steve this devious little smirk. 


"That wasn't a request," Steve said sharply. "Get on your hands and 
knees." 


Billy blinked and swallowed. He rolled over and got on all fours. 
"Spread your legs." 


In any other scenario, Steve might have laughed at how quickly Billy 
followed that order. But this wasn't funny. The fact that Billy had 
somehow managed to convince himself that his father's abuse made 
him unworthy of Steve's—or anyone's—love wasn't funny. The fact 
that Billy had been trying to pick a fight with Steve to prove to 
himself that he was too much to handle, to prove to himself that he 
was unloveable, wasn't funny. Steve reached into his nightstand to 
grab lube and a condom. Billy shifted in his position. 


The whole thing, in all honesty, pissed Steve off. He wasn't pissed at 
Billy; he was pissed at the situation. And he was pissed at Neil, 
obviously. Steve was also kind of pissed at the fact that Billy picking 
a fight and acting like a bratty asshole was most definitely turning 
him on. Fuck it; if Billy needed Steve to rail him hard and rough to 
prove to him that he was in this with him, then that was exactly what 
Steve was going to do. And Steve wasn't going to hold back. 


"You gonna do something?" Billy taunted. "Or are you just gonna 
stare at my ass like some kind of faggot?" 


Steve slammed his hand against Billy's bare ass, enjoying the 
resulting gasp way too much. He spanked him again, and again. Billy 
moaned brokenly. Steve coated his finger with lube and rammed one 
into Billy's hole, punching the breath out of him. He was tighter than 
he usually was, the roughhousing and the spanking tensing his body 
up. Steve pumped his finger in and out a few times before adding a 
second. 


"You're lucky I'm even prepping you at all," Steve found himself 
saying, his voice deep and husky. "After how you acted? Trying to see 


how far you could push me? Fuckin' brat. I should just fuck your tight 
little hole dry. Use you like the slut you are." 


Billy's hole fluttered around him. 


"You're too much of a pussy to do that," he shot back, his voice 
shaking, just a little. 


Steve quickly pulled his fingers out, making Billy yelp. He put the 
condom on, grabbed Billy's hips, and lined himself up. He caught a 
glimpse at the bruise on Billy's back. 


He slammed his whole length into Billy's hole and started thrusting, 
not giving Billy time to adjust like he always did. Billy was still tight. 
Steve hated how good it felt. 


Billy cried out and fisted the sheets under him. 


"Fuck, oh God, Oh fuck, yes, YES," Billy wailed. "Steve, please, oh god, 
please..." 


Steve looked at Billy's bruise again. He needed to see Billy's face. 
Needed to look at Billy's face and not that awful fucking bruise left by 
Billy's awful fucking father. He pulled out; Billy whined. He flipped 
Billy onto his back. Billy automatically grabbed his knees, pulling his 
legs back and apart. Steve sunk in again, moaning at Billy's tight heat 
encompassing his dick. On a whim, he grabbed Billy's legs and put 
them over his shoulders. The new position caught both of them by 
surprise. Steve was able to thrust deeper; the new angle nailing Billy's 
prostate at every thrust. Billy reached down to touch himself; Steve 
grabbed his wrist and pinned it by his side. Billy whimpered as Steve 
kept driving into him hard. Steve wondered if he was hurting him. 
He hoped he wasn't. He meant what he said; he didn't want to hurt 
him. 


Steve stopped thrusting just long enough that he could lower Billy's 
legs. He wanted to kiss him. He needed to kiss him. So he did. He 
kissed him gently as he fucked him hard. Billy immediately wrapped 
his legs around Steve's waist. They moaned against each other's lips. 
Billy wrapped his arms around Steve and raked his nails down his 
back. Steve groaned out at the sudden pain. He was close. He felt like 


crying. He stroked Billy's dick in time with his thrusts. Billy's back 
arched and his thighs shook. 


Steve kissed his neck. His eyes stung with tears. 


"I love you," he whispered into his ear, his voice watery. "Baby, I love 
you so much." 


Billy let out a sob. Steve shifted back so he could look at him. Billy 
was crying. Steve's own tears fell. Billy reached up and gently wiped 
a tear away. Steve took his hand, interlacing their fingers and kissed 
Billy again. Billy whined as he came; Steve wasn't far behind. 


Steve kissed Billy again and shifted to pull out of him. 


"No, don't," Billy protested weakly. He tightened his legs and arms 
around Steve, keeping him inside. Steve stayed put. He cupped Billy's 
face and kissed him again, softly. Kissed his lips, kissed his cheeks, 
kissed the tear tracks under his eyes. Steve stayed inside Billy as long 
as he could stand it. When his soft cock got too uncomfortable in the 
used condom, he pulled out as gently as he could, kissing Billy as he 
did so. 


Steve tied the condom off and tossed it off the bed to deal with later. 
He and Billy were back in each other's arms in a second, trembling 
limbs tangled together, skin pressed against skin, both of them 
kissing lips and necks and cheeks. 


"You okay?" Steve whispered. 
"Yeah," Billy nodded. "Are you okay?" 


Steve nodded and settled on his back; Billy half-way draped himself 
over him. Steve lightly ran his fingertips up and down Billy's back, 
ghosting over the bruise. 


"Susan was in the shower," Billy said softly. "She didn't see it happen. 
He doesn't get this bad when she's around to see it." 


"Oh," Steve said, because he couldn't think of any other way to 
respond. "Do you...I dunno, don't you think you should tell her?" 


"No," Billy said. "What good would that do?" 
"She might be able to stop him." 


"If she tried, he'd just go after her. Or go after Max," Billy said. "Or 
she might not even try. If she knew what my dad was really like, 
what's stopping her from taking Max and leaving?" 


"Maybe she'd take you with her." 


Steve felt Billy stiffen in his arms. He remembered that Billy's own 
mother left him with Neil. He wanted to kick himself for saying 
something so stupid. He pressed a kiss to Billy's head. 


"Two more years and I'm out," Billy said quietly. "I can deal with two 
more years." 


You shouldn't have to, Steve wanted to say. Instead, he kissed him 
again and held him a little closer. He hoped against hope that a 
bruised up back would be the worst that Billy would get in the next 
two years. 


But he knew that it wouldn't be. 
Author's Note: 


Not totally sure about this installment, to be honest. I 
feel like it's missing...something...but I wanted to get 
it up haha. 


